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Tilmati  and  the  Horse 
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There  was  a  mouse  named  Tilmati  who  lived 
in  a  forest.  One  day  Tilmati  woke  up  in  the 
early  hours  of  the  morning.  The  stars  were 
shining  in  the  sky.  It  was  not  yet  dawn. 
Tilmati  went  out  for  a  stroll.  On  his  way  he 
came  across  an  old  horse  who  was  weeping. 

“Why  are  you  weeping?  What’s  the 
matter?”,  asked  Tilmati. 

The  old  horse  narrated  his  woeful  tale.  “My 
master  is  a  grass-seller.  I  served  him  well  for 
many  years.  Now  that  my  health  is  failing,  he 
does  not  need  me  any  more  and  I  have  come 
to  this  forest.  My  master  will  take  me  back  on 
one  condition,  that  I  tie  a  lion  by  my  tail  and 
drag  him  to  his  house.” 

On  hearing  the  horse’s  story  Tilmati  assured 
him,  “I  will  help  you.” 

The  horse  unbelievingly  asked,  “How?” 
“Tilmati  thought  and  said,  “You  just  close 
your  eyes  and  lie  down  as  though  dead.  I 
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wi!l  go  and  bring  the  lion  here  and  tie  him  to 
your  tail.  As  soon  as  I  give  you  a  signal,  you 
must  run  as  fast  as  you  can  towards  your 
master’s  house.” 

Tilmati’s  plan  appealed  to  the  horse  and  he 
agreed. 

Tilmati  went  off  in  search  of  the  lion.  He 
found  the  lion  near  a  water  resort  and  said, 
“Good  morning,  King  of  the  jungle,  I  have 
some  breakfast  ready  for  you.  There  is  an  old 
horse  lying  in  the  forest.  Come  and  eat  your 
breakfast.” 


The  lion’s  mouth  watered  and  he  said  “Take 
me  to  the  horse”. 

Both  of  them  set  off  to  the  place  where  the 
horse  was  pretending  to  be  dead.  On 
reaching  there  Tilmati  suggested,  “King  of 
the  jungle,  it  is  not  right  for  you  to  eat  your 
breakfast  here.  Suppose  the  horse’s  master 
happens  to  come  along,  it  will  spoil  your  fun. 
I  will  tie  his  tail  to  your  leg  so  that  you  can 
drag  him  to  a  place,  where  you  won’t  be 
disturbed.” 
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The  lion  saw  sense  in  this  plan  and  agreed  to 
do  as  he  was  told.  Tilmati  tied  the  horse’s  tail 
to  the  lion’s  leg  and  gave  the  signal  to  the 
horse  to  run. 

The  horse  shot  up  and  ran  with  all  his  might 
dragging  the  lion  behind  him. 

By  the  time  the  horse  reached  his  master’s 
house  the  lion  had  fainted.  The  master  came 
out  and  was  taken  aback  at  what  he  saw.  He 
patted  the  old  horse  on  the  back  and  tied  the 
lion  with  a  rope. 
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Tilmati  was  pleased  that  he  was  instrumental 
in  bringing  happiness  to  the  old  horse. 
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